28                   LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

while smoking his cigar, spoke of it without
knowing my interest in it, and said some
very sad things. He does not seem to
doubt that it is false. I offer you a good
friendship which I hope will be useful to us
some day. Good-by.

XIII.

PARIS, February> 1842.

SINCE you do not disdain my gifts, here
are preserves of roses, jessamine, and ber-
gamot. I had promised you sandals and
you refuse them with so much persistence
that I ought to send them to you. But since
my return I have been robbed. No more
sandals. I cannot find them. Will you
take this in exchange ? Perhaps this Turk-
ish mirror will please you better; for it
seems to me that you are still more coquet-
tish than you were in the year of grace,
1840. It was in the month of December,
and you wore striped silk stockings. That
Is all I can remember.

I give nothing for nothing.    Before goingou say of my diamond. But we can
